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unexpected warning of our advance in years, we
were amused, and we congratulated him. Natur-
ally he had got his certificate as a master mariner.
Why not ? Nearly all the mates we knew got it,
sooner or later. That was bound to come. But
very soon after that he gave us a genuine surprise,
and made us anxious. He informed us, as
casually, that he had been appointed master
to a ship ; a very different matter from merely
possessing the licence to command.

We were even alarmed. This was serious. He
could not do it. He was not the man to make a
command for anything. A fellow who, not so
long ago, used to walk a mile with a telegram
because he had not the strength of character to
face the lady clerk in the post office round the
corner, was hardly the man to overawe a crowd of
hard characters gathered by chance from Tower
Hill, socialize them, and direct them successfully
in subduing the conflicting elements of a difficult
enterprise. Not he. But we said nothing to
discourage him.

Of course, he was a delightful fellow. He often
amused us, and he did not always know why. He
was frank, he was gentle, but that large vacancy,